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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
INCIDENTALS 

DUST IN THE ROAD 

The dust 

Is a yellow-grey veil 

Over the limbs of the wind. 

And the little breeze dons it, 

That her fleet litheness, 

And the whirling torsions of her sprite's form, 

May be apparent 

As she gaily runs down the road 

To greet us. 

TAPS 

Out of the night, 

Up from the serene valley of the Missouri, 

Over the free forested Kansas hills 

Come notes of a bugle — 

Mincing, silver-slippered steps of music. 

THE STAR 

When the "screws" had made their last round 
And the lights in the cells were out, 
I arose and peered out the window. 
And just over the edge of the prison-wall 
I saw a tiny, twinkling, yellow star 
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Furtively winking at me, 

Like the eye of the Infinite; 

Mischievously happy 

Because it had slipped me a bit of joy 

Over the wall, from " the outside." 

PORTRAIT OF AN OLD ROUfi 

The seeds of his sin 

Thrust tiny red roots 

Among the cell-crevices of his face 

Now their minute purple tendrils 

Trace, on his cheeks and nose, 

Vine-patterns as intricately beautiful 

As his fastidious iniquities. 



Hi Simons 



TAK FOR SIDST 

To C. S. 
"Good-bye," you said, and your voice was an echo, a 

promise. 
You turned to go, a grey iron ghost. 
The night took you. 
Insubstantial as air, stronger than iron, 
You were here and had gone. 
Your voice was an omen, an echo. 

Babette Deutsch 
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